3i8                      APPENDIX

you/3 Well, he laughed like a silly each time I sang
this passage. Only lately I had a regular scene with
Mm/ 'Tell me all about it; don't forget anything/
c Why; do you know this man ?' ' I "believe so : come,
tell me all about this scene/ * Well, he was sitting on
the same chair you have, and as I was going out I was
putting on some rouge. "You are much prettier/3 he
said, " without that varnish/* " Oh bother," said I;
*'one doesn't want to look like a corpse/' " At your
age, you don't need art to look well; now., I hardly
know you." "Nonsense I at any age when one is pale,
one wants rouge; you yourself ought to use it." " I ?"
" Yes:" and with that I jumped on to his lap and began
to rouge Ms face in spite of himself. He ran away
wiping his face ; and I thought be would suffocate in
the staircase, he was laughing so. Besides., that's the
way he likes to be treated/ " " Silly child/3 commented
Gr^try, " how little she knew the favour done her/'

Every one recollects the description given by Diderot
in 1757 of the horrible expression of Rousseau's counten-
ance when his soul revealed itself there; and which so
impressed this sensitive atheistic philosopher that it led
him to believe in devils and hell. One cannot but
feel that the recollection of this terrific expression and
of its extraordinary effect upon Diderot must have had
something to do with the impression produced upon Mr.
Morley's mind, by a portrait of Jean Jacques painted
during his residence in England, and which Kousseau's
modern biographer found " as appalling in its realism
as some of the dark pits that open before the readers
of the ' Confessions.7" cc When a man's hindrances have
sprung up from within," writes Mr. Morley, "and the
ill-fought battle of his .days has been with his own
passions and morbid broodings and unchastened dreams,
the eye and the facial lines tell the story of that profound
moral defeat which leaves only desolation and the misery
that is formless/' *
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